"Your-husband-came-out-as-gay," you might blurt out, as many did, the inflection on "gay" straddling question and declaration.
To be fair, I did live, write, and publish a border-crossing ethnography. In it, I discussed ongoing speculation about my husband's sexual orientation. But I would answer, "No. The project, our friends, had nothing to do with the divorce." Your humanity might prevent you from probing, "What then? In the book, you two seemed so perf-" "Call it a period piece" would be my wry reply.
Even if asked, I would not tell a reporter about the grueling Tuesdays. Session after session, he and I claw through the muck of our pasts. I frantically dig for the buried trunk of his unhappiness.
I surely would not speak of that April Tuesday. Seemingly, we had gained ground.
London in March. Vegas the previous Thursday to Sunday. We arrive for the week's session. He uses the restroom while I chat up our counselor about slots, Cirque du Soleil, and Pai Gow poker.
He returns with a near-empty bottle of water, sits down, and announces, "I had an affair." See, if I did tell you of his conversion, you likely would say incredulously, "According to Watchtower dogma, homosexuality is an abomination and may be caused by demon possession!"
To this, I would have to admit, "I did read that." "B-but," you might sputter, "does your ex, the protagonist from Between Gay and Straight … does he believe that?" "I don't know," I would have to answer. Maybe I never knew.
If I told you all this, you would be within your rights to say, "This story sucks!" Which is exactly why I hesitate to report to reporters on this subject. Exactly why "Deadline" was the pre-narrative spelunking in my belly for more than three years, unable to stand and walk to the page. In Between Gay and Straight, I advocated "friendship as method," researching with the practices, at the pace, in the natural contexts, and with an ethic of friendship-a stance of caring, hope, and love. 4 To promote understanding and combat injustice, I suggested using this approach to research perpetrators of hate crimes, such as the men who assassinated Matthew Shepard.
Surely my ex-husband deserves at least the ethical consideration I thought appropriate for murderers. Every human, including him, has to live with uncertainty, vulnerability, and injustice. As Art Bochner reminds, there often is "no getting to the bottom, no transcendental point of view, no final truth to be rendered." 5 We move forward with pieces missing. We do not get over, which implies resolution, but get on-alone and in solidarity.
3 See Kiesinger (2002) . 4 See the Appendix and Tillmann-Healy (1998 , 2001 , 2003 . 5 See Bochner (1997, 429) .
Of seven friends associated with my work, one survived an alcoholic family system. Two lived through divorces of their parents, both of them while children; at age 40, one bore witness to his mother's second divorce, this one from the only man he ever called "Dad." Five have buried one or both parents. One mom and one dad suffered cardiac arrest and flashed quickly from this life; slowly and cruelly, cancer, ALS, and Alzheimer's took the others. All seven have endured the wrenching end of a partnership. I cannot reveal how many are HIV positive. With the hopeful exception of HIV, these losses will not be overcome; they will be integrated, as those men and I remain integrated in friendship.
I decide that I can do this. I can tell ... Doug about the subversive and liberatory potential of friendship across difference, offer something helpful to inspire members of dominant groups to become better allies to those marginalized by sexual orientation and/or other social locations.
My core feels solid, resolute ... but my hand shakes when dialing Doug's number.
One ring.
My chest caves.
Two.
Given my own swirling uncertainties, will I be able to frame this in a useful way? No. I clear my throat. "Doug, this is Lisa returning your call. I don't know if your story is
